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ALittle HumorNl)w andThen,etG
LOOKING FOKWARD.

"Wake up, Mrs. ncnne-recque- l wake up!
There are robbers in the house!" whispered
Mr. Hcnne-I'ocqu- e In an agitated manner,
blinking his belter half, as he spoke.

"Eli; What: What's the matter now?"
was thedrowsy reply.

"Wake up! There are robbers in the
house, and we shall all be murdered If yon
don't do something!"

"Nonsense, my love, it' sthe eats on the
fence. Robbers don't come nt this time of
night; wc'ic only just gone to bed. Don't
be scared at nothing!"

"Just gone to bed, indeed! You've been
snoring like a triphammer for the last four
or five hours,"

"Do be logical, my dear. Triphammers
don't snore."

".And the clock struck 2 ever so longago.
Hark!"

"By Jove, there Is somebody stirring
downstairs," Mrs. Ilcune-reequ- exclaimed,
now wideawake.

Hastily thrusting her feet into her sllp-pir- s

and donning her bloomers, she was
about to hurry from thc room when her
frightened husband tearfully cried:

"Don't leave this room! Lock the door!
Tney'll kill you!"

"Just like a man! First you rouse mo to
go and limit burglars, then" but the rest
of Mrs. Hcnne-Pccquc-- remarks were lost
in the distance.

Mr. llcnne Fccquc took the baby from Its
crib and then scrambled back into bed and
palled the sheet up over his head and the
bjby's.

Presently ho was a little reassured by
hearing his wife and the cook talking quite
cheerfully as they came up the stairs.

"Did you find them, dear? Did they run
awas ? Did they take anj thing? Mr. Henne-Peequ- e

called out.
"I suppose, my love, that It is the priv-

ilege of the weaker sex to be senred-t- o

death at their own shadows, but really be-

fore you rouse me out of my first sleep
again, I wisli you'd remember that you
gave Tatrick leave to go o a party."

"Oh, how stupid I am! Of course, I did,
but I forgot it. Seems to me he's awrully
late!" s

"It Is Just 12 by my watch, which never
varies five seconds. You imagined vou
heard a clock strike 2, poor, timid little
man."

--No, Mrs. Hcnnc-Fecqu- I didn'timagine
it. I heard the parlor clock, and I re-

member now that it is half an hour fast
ami strikes two hours ahead of time. But
1 was frightened to think."

"Well, of all remarkable tilings! Why in
the name of common sense don't you have
that clock attended to?"

"Because, my dear, it's a fine French
clock and it costs so much to have such
clocks repaired. I am trying to be econom-
ical, you see, my dear."

A very foolish economy, Mr. Henne
I'ecque. I'd rather pay for its repair twice
a week than be routed out of my sleep in
this manner. Do have it attended to at
once, and while it is under treatment jou
must have a decent timepiece, then per-
haps dinner will be more prompt. Kcmmd
me of it at breakfast and I'll send up a
dining-roo- clock to morrow."

"Never mind about that, dear! I can go
by my watch for.i Jew dajs."

"Your watch! Wound up once a week or
twice a day, Just as you happen to think
of It there, you've waked up the baby with
jour senseless chatter! It is enough to
lev a saint! I've a very busy day before
me and I simply must have a
good night's rest. If your fretful child
persists in staying awake as he does some-
times, jou really must take the creature
into another room!"

"l'es.dcar, I will. You must not Ipe. kept
awake a moment longer. Come, petsy-wets-

Pnra:n take his own little dar-
ling upstairs, and papa'll sing her some
pretty songs. 'Sh.sh, &, dou'y ky and
keep por, tired mama awake any longer,"
and to sajing.Mr.Hennc-recquei- n hlslace-trlmme- d

robe denuit went out of the room
twith the baby pressed close to his manly
bosom.

"Confounded nuisances, crying babies
are, anyway," murmured Mrs. HennaI'ecque, tettllng herself to sleep. "Its
luckyrorthemtnatfathersaresopatientH'm
sure I shouldn't be." New Tor

TheLonc-nKtiinccTelephon- e.

'Hello, Central!"
"What number, please?"
"Connect me with the City of Mexico!I wish to speak to President Diaz."
"Hello! Who wants the President ofthe Mexican Republic?"
"Is that President Diaz?"
"Yes."
'Tills is President Cleveland."
"Alii Good morning, Mr. Cleveland.

Glad to see you at long range. Anything Ican do for you?"
"Mr. Diaz. I want to ask how many

terms you have been acting as ruler ofMexico?" "
"Wellrrbegan In 1881, and have bcenatit ever since."
"Then you are in yourfourth term now?"
"Yes!"
"Great Scott! When yon have time. MrPresident, I wish you would write and tellme how you worked it. That Is all. Good-byl- "

"Good-by!- " nttsburg Chronicle-Telegrap-

TlieltljihtThlncutLnKt.
T.x Gov, Roberts, of Texas, Is a qu-e- r

character. Recently he was called upon to
deliver an address to the Inmates of theState penitentiary. The Governor con-
sented, and after reviewing bis audiencefor a few minutes, began:

"Gentlemen "
"But no," he hesitated, "you are not

eentlemen of would nut lie here."lie paused for another moment.
"Fellow-citizens- , then "
He stopped again.
"No; you are not citizens, either."
The Governor grew Impatient for want ofsomething to say.
"Well," ho began again, "it doesn't mat-ter what are. I'm d d glad to see somany of you here." New York Journal.

DrcKlnn.
"Could I only read the future."
She nervously played with the fragile

fan, while the color alternately deepened
and faded upon her check.

"The future."
For an instant her eyes met the eyes of

the man who was waiting for her to speak.
"I have decided," she said, and It seem-

ed that a great peace had taken possession
of her soul. "Make it chocolate, with lots
Df cream."

Then she laughed lightly as one who
had never known a care. Detroit Tribune.

Decisive.
They had been discussing --the pronuncia-

tion of "oleomargarine" and finally deter-
mined to leave It to the waiter, but" he
hedged.

"Sure,",sald he, "I have to pronounce It
'butter' or lose my Job." Tit-Bit-

Saved liy Superstition.
Tailor Why don't yon pay this bill?
Customer How much Is your mill?
Tailor Thirteen dollars.
Customer Great Caesar, man. that's un-

lucky. I can't pay it. Detroit Free Press.

The Grnternl Editor.
"It may be weakness," said the dying

editor, "but I can't help but feel grateful
to this, town."

"What for?"
"For life enough to leave it." Atlanta

Constitution.

Hen-so- Enough.
Hoax I'd ask home to dinner with

me, old chap, but for one reason.
Joax What's that?
noax My wife Is taking a course of In-

structions at a cooking school. Phila-
delphia. Record.

queer snAjiroo.
Joe, tlio WhUKhroom Boy, Got Ills In--

ruction Rather Mixed.
e of the hotel barber shops a small

Italian boy named Joo officiates with the
whisk broom. The other day, says the Buf-
falo Express, the hotel housekeeper sent
down to theproprietorof the shop undasked
him to fix her up a bottle of shampoo. He
fixed it and told Joo to take It up to the
housekeeper.

"You tell her," said the barber, "to take
half a teacup of the shampoo and put It In
two teacups of water and apply."

Joe tnok tbeshampoo and went up to the
housekeeper with it. In a short time he
came back, and the barber asked: "Give it
to her all right?"

"Yes," said Joe.
"With the directions?"
"Yes," said Joe, again.
Half an hour later the barber noticed the

housekeeper out In the liali, looking curious-
ly Into the shop. He walked out to where
she was.

"Hello," she said. "Which is It? Are you
drunk, or crazy?"

"What do you mean?" asked thtf.barber
with much dignity.

"You must bo one or the other. Judging
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from tho message you sent up with that
shampoo."

"What message did I send?"
"Joe told me you saldto tell me to make

a cup of tea and put it in the bottle and lie
about it."

Jennj- - KMed Illm.
Jenny kissed me when ircmelr-N- ot

as once we osculated
Leaving doubt and vain regret.

Jenny's lips were ruedicatedl

So the romance fades away
Love has lost bis dearest blisses;

Ruined is the roses of May
With these chilly drug store kisses!

Atlanta Constitution.

A Dangerous
A. Is dyeing the hair dangerous as the

doctors would make it appear?
B. Certainly; you may take my word

for It. Only last spring an uncle of mine
dyed his hair and in three weeks he was
married to a widow with four children.
Fliegende BlaettQr.

Deltrute Hint..
He Yesterday I asked a daisy whether

you loved me. Miss Ella.
She Was the answer favorable?
He No.
She Well, why don't you ask

Blaelter.

A GROUP OF LITTLE CHAPS.

The politician who wrote an open letter
wishes now that he had kept it closed.
Texas Sittings.

Cows are now milked by machinery.
Milk Is ndulteratcd by hand, as usual.
Texas Sittings.

"I went shooting yesterday." "What,
has the game law expired?" "Oh, yes;
nothing else did, though." Chicago Rec-
ord.

The St. I.ouls girl wrote: "Don't phalo
to be thar." Her Kansas City beau

"I will be thar; there's no such
word as phale." Inter-Ocea-

Laura George, look at that dog! Will
be bite? George Bite? If he's a dog of
any judgment, Laura, he'll try to eat jou!
Get out, jou brute! Chicago Tribune.

Mrs. Sweet Do jou find It economical to
do jour own cooking? Mrs. Burncm Oh,
yes; my husband doesn't cat half much
as when we had a cook. Yonkers States-
man.

"Never," began the philosophical drum-
mer, "never marrj- - a woman with a
square, protruding chin." "I never do,"
said the drummer from Chicago. Indlan--

A INDEED
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.apolls Journal.
"Papa, I know what I'm going to buy

for your next birthday." "Well, what?"
"A nice painted shaving mug." "But I

don'tbelleve hecan run away again.

revolution in Cuba?

Spain will be overthrown?

$$ !!!

have a fine one now." "Oh, I've Just
broken that." Fliegende Blaetter.

Did you ever hear the ocean moaning,
Ever moaning, sad and low?

Tis because that fat old bather
Stepped upon its undertow.

University Herald.
Customer Can't you wait upon me?

I've been here for nearly an hour. Two
pounds of liver, please. Butcher Sorry,
but there's three or four ahead. of jou.
Surelj-- , u don't want jour lier out of
order. Boston Herald.

Wiggles I hear Bjenks has been very
111. Is he out of danger jet? Waggles-W- ell,

he's convalescent; but he won't be
out of danger until that pretty nurse who-ha- s

been taking care of him has gone
awa . Somervllle Journal.

,fWnat do jou think of this previous ex-
istence theory?" "I know it Is to be sup-
ported by facts. For instance, I know a
woman only twenty-seve- n years old who
thoughtlessly tells about things that hap
pened thlrtj-flv- e years ago." Indianapolis
Journal.

Very Exact.
Teacher Pollydear, suppose I were to

shoot at a tree with five birds on It and
killed three; how many would be left?

Polly, aged 6 Three, please.
Teacher No; two would be left. -
Polly No, there wouldn't. The three

6hot would be left and the other two would
be filed away. Philadelphia American.

POKER ANDfJtriUSrnUDEXCE.

Chief Justice Beutty Says It Is Not a
GambHiiir Game.

Chief Justice Batry, of the California
supreme court, has'declded that In the eyes

of the law poker" lscnot a game that
comes under the head of gambling.

This decision, says the Los Angeles Her-
ald, Is the result of an application for a
writof habeas corpus made by Julius Meyer,
who was held to answer on a charge of
perjury. Meyer was a Juror in the Paulsell
case in San Trantlsco, and when examined
as a talesman swore that he knew nothing
with regard to gambling games. Paulsell
was on trial lu the superior court on a
charge of robbing the proprietors of a
faro hank. Meyer was asked by the counsel
for the defendant:

"Do you know a man named Carroll or
Itossor Webber, the men who were proprie-
tors of the gambling house at G20 Market
street?"

To which he answered:
"No, Fir; I have nothing to do with such

places."
The charge is that the latter part of this

answer is false; that the prisoner did have
something to do with "suUi places."

Alter the trial It was discovered that
Meyer was a constant visitor at certain
poker establishments, and was emp'oj-e- to
help along the game by taking a hand In

1'IIOF. WEED BECOMES ENTHUSI-
ASTIC.

-

MMfolfji ill jhfflf: Ay!

Pror. Weed (the botanUt) Ladles, you
should not be content with a superficial
kuowledgo of this great science. You
should go below the surface, so to speak.
Water plants are very Interesting.

2 Let me lllustratel

2$m' 1

" .'"! ?sl II !

Ai iw . f jr.132- sc,.Wt ,

3 Chorus from the ladles A beautiful
Illustration, professor.

Prof. Weed Walt a moment, lad1e; I'm
not through yet.

4 Now, as I said;, this is an Interesting
plant. When I njns. ,3own there I cut the
stem off at the roots with my jack knife.

vn -

order to revive lirterest. On this informa-
tion the district attorney made out a com-
plaint in which ofc'cl&rged him with per-
jury, nl u

Judge Murphy,' before whom the case
was tried, found 'the' guilty, but
later Chief Justice (Jeatty rendefed his
decision. In his opinion he said:

"Poker plajing for money, however ob-
jectionable in fact. Is in thecjesof the law
as Innocent as chess jr any game played
for recreation, and' its votaries and the
places where It fs played are not criminal.
There is no consistency, therefore, be
tween the declaration of petitioner that he
had nothing to do with such places as a
faro bank and the fact that he did fre-
quent clubrooms where poker was played
for monej-- . And since there Is neither evi
dence nor accusation of any other false
statement made by him It follows that he
cannot tic held for perjury ana muse beats-charge- d

from custody."
Much comment has been caused by this

action on the part of the justice, and some
Of it is of an adverse nature.

Mutual.
Neighbor I called to say that you must

keep your dog from barking; he won't let
our baby sleep.

Householder I'm glad you called. I
wanted" to say that if yo- - don't keep your
baby from crying 1 shall have to enter a
complaint. He annovs my dog awfully.
Boston Transcript

V fOLLT JDfGLE.

Mr. Easy Rider Me only regret is dat
de bizzy freight agent wot give me de
Job recalling dls easy chair didn't pay me
fer It lu advance. Judge.

Hoax Why do you call your hunting dog
Indian?

Joax Because he's always on the scent.
Philadelphia Record.
He. delighted wilU a new play Isn't it

grand?
She Perfectly lovely! It must have

been made by Worth. New York Weekly.
"Hallo, Jasoiuu, where are you living

now?"
"With my wife, of course."
"And where is your wife living?"
"Oh cr why with, her father." Cin-

cinnati Enquirer.
Richard Wonder if re can get a drink

at this place? fe
William Don't knowiji We can find out

by going in, I suppose.
Richard Thanks, I don't care Jt I do.

Boston Transcript.
Speculator Is there any money In In-

ventions?
Manufacturer Not as much as there used

to be. The inventors are getting so smart
now that they actually demand a share
of the profits. Brooklyn Eagle.

Artist There, sir. Is my latest picture.
Ingenious Frienjl Well, you haven't

OF

a
ycz Is an

2

3 All's well

for nfine study of cow
In the water.

THE

"Go to the
"But you just said you never

paint on It, have What
do call it?

sir, is an sunset.
Friend Don't I
the sun at all for

The
He was lamp

when ac

"Look he you
aare

not?" I
his

'Cause I'm the of the
no, he

did you It out?"
h Is egot

"Go waj foolish before you
he

"First tell you know the
xflter of the

"Ain't
he York
Truth.

Good

help us at our play
the flute,

"Not ven dere lih
that?"

"Dey von't let

CDIinENT FTJIT.

luck did you have
asked the man who no

man. "The
bit eo fast that had no to

enjoy at all."

Old (to Billy Just
who for as

tffico boy and from
We you on

my good little boy. Have yon a
from one knows you on

weekdays?"

UPS AND DOWNS LIFE.

1 You're pug nosed vllllan.
An' llephant-snoute-

Take tbatl
In" yez kin take that!

Ir?) r t W

AN ARTISTIC ANIMAL.

8k

Artist (sketching) What grand oppor-
tunity

HETORT

Of
devil!"

economized you?
jou

Artist That, aulumn
say! Well,

don't blame setting.
Eithmoud Dispatch.

Logtcnl Conclusion.
lcauing dejectedly against

post, contemplating immensities,
brushed against him.

out!" exclaimed. "Don't
disturb me."

"Why asked, turning recog-
nized voice.

shenter unicorn
mean explained,

thickly.
find asked, ad-

miring Ism.
man, pre

pres&hipitate chaos," expostulated.
me.how jou're

universe," insisted.
everything revolving around me?"

demanded, indignantly. New

Keitrfon.
"Look here, Rchlampenhagen, you must

smoklDg concert. Yiu
don't you?"

anypotty apout."
"How'

met" Puncb

"What fishing?"
bad vacation.

"Tough," groaned tnlazy
fish chance

myself Indianapolis Jour-
nal.

Mercator little Ducks,
lert school,, applies situation

produces testimonial
clergj-man- ) don't want Sun-
days,
reference any who

Sidney Bulletin.

spy.

We.

standing

"Do you think she loves him?"
"Desperatelj-.-"

".Why desperately?"
"Because he is her last chance." Lon-

don Tit-Bit-

When winds do blow, predicting snow.
And all is sere and brown;

Tho festivo tramp breaks summer camp
And rambles back to town.

Philadelphia IJecord.

Van Jay Miss Meeks called me a fool.
Do look like a fool?

Milllcent No, you do not. don't think
she Judged you by your looks. Brooklyn
Eagle.

that ends wtIL

Cow Yes. Let me help you.

COrjHTEOTJS.

wanted to see me again."

FALL FANCIES.

Mrs. Cawker What is ihe proper style
if address to an admiral?

Mr. Cawker Your warsliip. Judge.

Miss Prion (quoting) Wise men make
proverbs and fools repeat them.

Miss Smart (musingly) Yes; I wonder
what wise nun made the one you Just re-
peated? Truth.

Lawyer nave you formed any opinion
on mis case.

Juryman No, sir.
"Do you think, after tho evidence on

both sides is all In, you would be able to
form auj- - opinion?"

"No, sir." v-
-

"You'll do." New York Weekly.

Jack Half a dozen of my girl cousins
are growing up, and am considering the
question as to whether I should stop kissing
them. What do yoa think?

"There's only one rule, my dear fellow.
When they are old enough for you to enjoy
Vthcn it's time to stop." Life.

An Important Point.
The Deacon's Wife hope you have Iiecn

careful the new minister's qualifica-
tions?

The Deacon Yes. we made him define
fxnclly what he means by "a few words."
"Jrooklyn Life.
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IT WAS A PEACEFUL TOWN.

But It Wn TV ell to Keep Out of tha
Hciicti of Playful Shooter.

As I cat on the veranda of the villaga
tavern 'and looked about me I thought It
one of the most peaceful towns I ever saw
and said ag much to tho Justice of tha
peace who occupied a chair beside me.

"Yes, purty peaceful, but" he replied
as his right hand went slowly back to
his pistol pocket.

"But what?" I asked.
"But yo' don't wunt to mix In when it

comes off. Yo'rbcst way will be-t- o g
through that door and up stairs, and don't
come down as long as you bear any
shootln'."

"But I don't understand, judge. Is thera
to be any shooting around here?"

"S.irtin to be!"
"When?"
'Turty quick, I reckon."
"But what about?"
"Wall," he drawled, as he pointed dow

the street, "d'ye see that oncry hawg wJ-leri- n

in the mud down thar?"
"Yes I see a hog."
"He to Sam Batteisoo, the coop-

er, and Sam feels mighty tender
that hawg since his wife died. "Now,
then, d'ye see that pesicy dawg up the
street by that shade tree?"

"Yes, I see him."
"He tielongs to Joe Stivers, the harness-make- r;

anil Joe thinks so much ofliim that
he makes his children sleep on the floh that
the dawg may have a feather bed all to his-sel- f.

In about five minutes that pesky
dawg will see that onery hawg and thar'll
be a row."

"The dog will pitch Into the beg, yoa
mean?"

"Sartln to "
"And then "
"And then Sam Batterson will Pitch Inter

the dawg, and Joe Stivers will Pitch inter
Sam Batterson, and the fust thing yo'
know the hull town will be pitchin' inter
each other, As I cold tefo. yo'd better
keep yo'r eyes on that doab onlcsss yo
want to mix in."

"But Judge, why should a little scrap
between a dog and tog lead to "

"Thar goes the pesky dawg!" exclaimed
the Judge, as he sprang up and started
down tbesteps, drawing his pistol as he
went.

I made for the door nnd the stairway and
reached my room. The shooting opened
lively and was well sustained for about
ten minutes When it appeared to be over I
descended to the veranda The Judge was
Just coming up the steps from the street
He had his hat in his hand, and there was
blood on bis check; where a bullet had
grazed it.

"Wall, It's all over till next time!" he
remarked, as he sat down and examined
his pistol to see how many cartridges were
left in the cylinder

"Anybody killed?" I asked
"One or two, I reckon, and three or four

hurt, but It don't begin to be as lively as
usual The pesky dawg was shot, however,
and now Joe Stivers will be layln" fur Sam
Batterson every day in the year, and thar'll
be no end of public enthoosiasml" Detroit
Free Press.

It Set ITlm Thtnkinfr.
"I want to thank you, doctor," said Mr.

Cawker (8 Kev. Dr. Thirdly, "for that ad-
mirable rermon on the higher criticism."

"I am very glad you liked It." replied
the minister, modestly, but much gratified.

"Yes, doctor. I like to bear discourses
which make their hearera think. Instead of
termors which go in at one ear and oat of
the other."

"I like to have attentive and thoughtful
hearers, and it gives me great pleasure to
bear yon tar that it made you think, Mr.
Cawker." added the minister.

"Well. I can honestly say that It did. doc-
tor. By the way. there is one question I
wanted to ask about that sermon."

"Go on, Mr. Cawker."
"Which side of the question do yoa

favor?" New-Yor- Sun.

Why He Didn't Catch FKh.
A miner in the North of England went to

fish one day. He had no rod, so he let out
his line and seated himself on theside of tho
dock. Now lie was very stout and was
a rraid to look down at his line Tor fear of
overbalancing himself, so he kept fishing
away for over two hours without success
when some men came along In a boat. -

"Any bites?" asked one of the men.
"No," answered the miner, "not yet."
"Nor," replied the boatman, laughing,

"you won't get any till you let your line
iown farther, or the fishes get a step-ladd-

to climb up to your hook."
He had been fishing all the time with his

line about a yard out of the water. Pier,
son's Weekly.

Bob's Puzzle.
"Bob White" bits up on the old rail fence

And whistles bis morning lay.
While the tenderfoot hunter he hies hln.

thence.
And hastily blazes away.

"Bob White" flies not but be cries, "aK
me!

It Is certainly passing queer;
By the lite or my 'tis a puzzle to mo

Why the hunter hath killed the hteert"

Drive It Off.
Brave Is his heartwho hath a mind-Thro- ugh

good or HI at rest
For care, as thou wilt surely find,

A coward Is, nt best.
Cleveland Plain-Deale-

' He Did.
"We are slaves of custom!" shrieked tha

reformer, as he gazed at the contented girl
In the bloomers.

And echo softly answered: "Cuss'd 'em!"
Cleveland Plain-Deale-

The IllgUct Commendation.
"I will take some of this material bu

will It wear well?"
"Oh. It Is Indestructible untearable-everlasti- ng

it will wear till you pay for It."
Unsere Gcsetlschaft.

Total Deprai lty.
Wickwire That kid across the slrce

must be a perfect fiend.
Mrs Wickwire Why.hesccnis to be ono

of the nicest little boys I ever saw
"No ue to tell me what he seems, to be.

I actually saw bis own grandmother giving
him a licking the other day." Indianapoll?
Journal.

An Overt-lgh- t.

"I fancy, Justine, that my cofree Is much
stronger "to-d- than usual?"

"Flea'e. sir, I must have made a mis-

take and brought you theservants' coffee."'
L'Evenement.

Not So Expen-U- e After All.
A tTTHrt Tonniatn pn'tnnniiwlt.nl T tlAVS

to pay for my shooting license and fire
arms, the suits or cioiur. auu uwi .

w ..,- n...i ihA nuiriprr.. nt niv. business.,l-.,- l IJUV, ami ,...-- '
every hare I fhoot costs me thirty marks..

B In that case how lucky it is yoa
shoot so few. Humorlslbthe Blatter.

In Doubt. .....uo you uuueisiuuu ,i......
asked an Allcgheny.young man of his chum.

"A I1HIC
.. nn.t.nnp VM fMIT, Tiffin FIlP- - Al tSS

Northside told me last night that I was
.... ... on T ifin!ri lil'f IOms ..,- -. --. -IlOU

..
IM.TMH1U

. . felt1". .. n . An.n,t.nnt click ,...IIW!HIE
IvIlOW WI1UI EWrtOL a. luwiitiiui-u.ou- .

to liestow upon me." Pittsburg Chronicle-Tele-

graph.

. -

The Retort Courtoons.
She You vlperl
He, gallantly Yoa snake-charme- Ij

Gazzettino.

Very .Modern.
Professor Miss Kitty, tell us about tho

Venus de Mllo Is she antique or modern?
Miss Kitty Modern, I think. Sbelooks

as If she had just been run over by a trol-

ley car. ruck.

Cnfortniinte.
Toto (In tears)
Tapa What's the matter with that boj

no"w?
Toto Ob. pat I've swallowed one of tho

cartridges of yonr revolver.
Papa You little wretch! And T can't

even give yon a thrashing forfear of ex-

ploring the cartridge. LondonGlobe.
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